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back for medical treatment; while our column
pushed farther into the Cameroons to attack the
German settlement of Bamenda,
Chafing at being left behind, and my eyesight
having improved, I determined to make a desperate
attempt to rejoin the column, now well on ahead.
The nature of the country between us and
Bamenda, which was reported to be very difficult
and ,had never been crossed by white men, had
caused the column to take a long detour to the
north, My only chance of catching up was to take a
short cut across this intervening territory. Guided
by my native orderly, who assured me he could
accomplish this feat, we set off.
After many days we finally arrived in the vicinity
of the column and were, we estimated, some day
and a half's travel from our front line. But "front
line55 in that jungle-covered land hardly deserved
such a flattering name. It consisted of nothing more
than a series of what we called "perimeter" camps
indiscriminately dotted about, where the men slept
in a circle within close reach of one another in case
of attack. No lights were permitted because of
enemy snipers, and it would be an easy matter in
the darkness to wander in between these camps right
through to the enemy's lines. It was to1 one of these
front-line perimeter camps that I had been ordered.
Though it was far, I hoped by starting early to get
through in one day.
I had miscalculated the difficulties ahead, how-